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Medway' s Murmuring Stream. 


SEQUEL TO 
SHANNON's FLOW'RY BANKS. 


SAME TUNE. 
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THE ſummer ſmil'd, ſoft breezes blew, and Sol's enlivening rays, 
As tow'rds the weſtern ſky they drew, glanc'd thro? the lofty ſprays; 
When Frederic pleas'd to tell his tale of love—oh ! charming theme, 
Now ſought me in the flow'ry dale, near Medway's murm'1ing ſtream, © 
On its green banks, without controul, with him I joy'd to rove, 
Whoſe artleſs words firſt taught my ſoul the tender force of love; 
His preſence grac'd each village ſport, his praiſe was all the theme ; 
| And love and friendſhip held their court near Medway's murm'ring ſtream. 
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But, tho? he vow'd eternal truth, fears would my breaſt invade, 
For Frederic was a high-born youth—and I, a humble maid ; 

To calm my doubts, he'd oft declare his love diſdain'd all ranks, 
Content his bliſs with me to ſhare, on Medway's rural banks. 

Oh! tranſient moments! never more ſweet love each pauſe ſhall fill; ; 
For (hapleſs lad !) a father's power o'er-rul'd his gen'rous will. 
Fearleſs of fortune's adverſe frown, he urg'd my trembling hand, 
On Medway's banks his faith to crown, 7 ſome diſtant land. 


Scenes of delight no longer charm'd, no more my heart renew d 
Thoſe pleaſing thoughts fond love had form'd, and anxious hope purſu'd, 
His pleading ſorrows try'd in vain my firm reſolves to ſhake; 
Tho' heaven can judge how great the pain, each mutual vow to break 
This conqueſt gain'd, at dawn of day I fled my rural cot; | 
Dear youth, (I cry'd) thy fire obey, nor grieve at my hard lot” z 
Ohl ſad remembrance, woe extreme! from that dread hour wthit, 
© ve ſeen not him, nor Medway!s ſtream—dear ſeat of former bit * 
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